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THE GOLDEN GUNLOAD 



TEX CARSON and Sheriff Ben Doutelle 
rode along side by side, their horses steam- 
ing in the early morning chill. Past the two 
riders could be seen the scarred landscape of 
old mining pits and rickety, deserted shacks. 
They were on their way to visit the Big Nugget 
Mine — on a grim mission, 

Sheriff Doutelle lit his gnarled briar for the 
third time since he and Tex had left River 
Ridge. "That's it, Tex," the lawman repeated 
reflectively. "Cliff Wayland of the Big Nugget 
sent word to me during the night. This hombre 
rode by during the late afternoon. A stranger. 
They'd never seen him before. His bronc got 
scared by dynamiting down in the mine shaft," 
and threw him a country mile. The stranger 
landed on his head Cliff wants us to claim 
the body I" 

"I see!' 1 the young border patrolman nodded. 
"Then how come you wanted me along, Ben?" 

Sheriff Doutelle hesitated, sucking noisily at 
the briar. Then, half-turning toward his young 
companion, he mused aloud, "I don't know. 
TexJ But I kind of figured I wanted someone 
along to take a look at the body. Seemed like 
a mighty queer way for a stranger to die— 
and without anyone knowing anything about 
him I The sheriff rose in his stirrups, peered 
ahead over the mesquite blanketed rise. "There 
it is," he grunted. "The Big Nugget. And it 
looks like Cliff Wayland is waiting out front 
for us." 

As the sheriff and the border patrolman rode 
up, Cliff Wayland, a husky, pi a id- jacketed 
miner, strode forward to greet them. Grimly, 
Wayland bent over a form that lay beneath a 
canvas covering. He flung the canvas back. 
"Here's your corpse, Sheriff." he muttered. M Just 
the way I sent you word. Thrown by his horse 
and plumb mangled!" 

Leaking down at the body. Tex Carson di 
his breath in sharply. In apite of the crushed 
skull, he was able to recognize the man. 
"Hmmm . . ." he husked. "This gent came 
into town yesterday, on the afternoon train. 
He hired a horse from Jim Sachem, over at 



the livery stable. Said he wanted lo ride out 
in the mining country. Are you sure you didn't 
know him. Cliff?" 

The mining boss shook his head. "I told you 
he was a stranger." He turned to the sheriff. 
"It happened just the way I said, Doutelle. 
Came riding up on' a big buckskin bronc. One 
of my boys was setting off a dynamite charge, 
over the hill. The buckskin got skeered by the 
explosion — began to buck, and that was ill" 
/'Reckon so." the sheriff nodded. "If you'll' 
lend us a pack mule. Cliff, we'll tote the poor 
hombre into town." 

As they loaded the canvas-wrapped corpse 
onto an unwilling, flat-eared mule. Tex turned, 
toward Cliff Wayland again. "Oh. by the way," 
be asked the mine boss, "what happened to nib 
horse?" 

Wayland shrugged. "Who knows?"' he re- 
plied. "Ran off — and I don't reckon we'll sec 
him again!" 

Half an hour later. Tex and Sheriff Doutelle 
were kneeing their mounts down the last Hand- 
stone-cluttered bend of the trail that led to 
River Ridge. The sheriff stroked his lean jaw. 
"Tex, how come you asked those questions? 
Are you a mite suspicious?" 

Tex Carson smiled. "Must be," he replied. 
"But I sure as blazes can't Say why. Jim Sachem 
once tried to sell me that buckskin bronc, and 

I turned him down! The reason " Suddenly 

id angrily, Tex snapped his fingers. "I've got 
jwiff," he said sharply, "Cliff Wayland 
about the way that stranger died, 
is that he killed him ... for * 
I And we've got to find out what 




lan raised Crinkled eyebrows. 
> we do that?" he asked 
I his bay in abruptly. "Let's do 
■ little scouting." ha said. "Wayland's bean 
selling a tot of stock lately — to folks back East 
—on a mine that most of us figured was ail 
played out years ago I S'pose we go back to 
his mine, tonight, and take a look to sea just 
what's going on up there! And s'pose we do 
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We also send you, at no extra cost, a small 
supporting fleet of real plastic molded war - 
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It quint-lilt*, sort of uninvited . , ." 

That night the two lawmen returned to the 
Big Nugget mine, just as the sun disappeared 
over the Western mountains in a haze of purple 
streaks. Dismounting, they walked slowly up 
toward the mine entrance. There, Sheriff Dou- 
telle halted. "So fart so good," he muttered. 
"Now what, Tex?" 

The youthful patrolman's jaw set. "I aim 
to take a look down in that mine shaft," he 
whispered in reply. "If my hunch is right, we 
may find out the reason Tor that stranger's 
dying. Let's see." 

Stealthily, they descended the ladder that led 
down into the shaft. Slowly then, en the cor- 
rugated surface of the mine floor, they crept 
forward, down the winding corridor. Suddenly, 
Tex's hand caught Doutelle'ti arm. Ahead of 
them, they could see the faint, flickering light 
of a lantern. And there was the mumble of 
voices coming down the passageway. 

"Quiet." cautioned Tex, "Let's keep mov- 
ing . . . and listen I" 

As they rounded the bend, sticking close to 
the wall, they were able to glimpse Cliff Way* 
land and several of his miners. One of the 
laborers burst out with raucous laughter, set- 
ting down his pick. 

"Cliff, you shore did a good job today, scar- 
ing off those lawmen," he praised. "If they'd 
found out the way the stranger really died — 
that he was slugged from behind with a sledge 
... I reckon we'd all be swinging from a 
gallows ..." 

"Mebbe," conceded Cliff Wayland, "but they 
won't find out! Our story about that dynamite 
blast shore fooled them. It was a lucky thing 
we got word in advance that that visitor was 
going to show up— so wt were able to get set 
for him ! Who'd ever have thought that all those 
investors back east would have gotten suspi- 
cious enough to send a detective down here 
to look into the mine!" Slowly he lifted a shot- 
gun, aiming it toward the wall. "But, with him 
out of the way, we'll be (bit to keep going at 
least another COUpIe ot months— and to sell 
enough additional stock to make \% a clean get- 
away! So lei's* see if we can't dig up a little 
more rich gold Ore . . .** 

In their hiding place, Sheriff JDoutelle caught 
at Tex's arm. 
"Look," he hissed. "They're salting the mine, 



shooting pellets of gold into the rock! And 
that stranger wis an eastern detective I" 

"We've heard enough." returned Tex, draw- 
ing his black-handled Colt. "Let's go, Ben I" 

With panther-like swiftness, the two lawmen 
sprang from hiding, lunging down the mine 
corridor. 

"Get 'em up I" they shouted, guns leveled. 

Cliff Wayland and his crannies whirled in 
alarm. "It's th' Sheriff an' Tex Carson," one 
of them husked. "They're wise to us! Blast 
them, boss!" 

Cliff Wayland's eyes glinted with triumph. 
His shotgun was loaded and cocked — and his 
fingers were already tightening on the trigger! 
He had the drop on the lawmen . . . and he 
knew it! "Take it!" he shouted. But, even as 
he fired the gold-loaded weapon, Tex Carson's 
hand slammed heavily across the sheriff's back. 
"Down! Hit the floor!"' 

A split-second later, the shotgun roared! 

Golden slugs streamed through the air in a 
deadly spray, but they passed inches from the 
heads of the prostrate lawmen. Then, lying 
there, Tex Carson fired. Once, twice, three times, 
his Colt roared thunderously in the cavernous 
mine shaft. Screaming in pain, one of the miners 
caught his shoulder and twisted to the ground. 

His teg grazed,,, .. Cliff Wayland 
slumped forward. And, as he went down, he 
dropped the shotgun, and cried out in surren- 
1't shoot! You've got us! We give upl" 
>'■ Tax strode forward, gun still ready, 
fed the miners of their weapons. 
As he did »o, the sheriff bent over Wayland. 
"Cliff." he taid, "we overheard what you were 
saying. You killed that man . 

Cliff Wayland nodded, weary and in pain. 
"Why deny it?" he grunted, gripping his thigh. 
"But what pussies me is. how'd you find ft out? 
What made you suspicious?** 

Tex Carson bolstered his Colt, "Just one 
thing"," he said. "It was your story about that 
bronc being scared by a dynamite blast over 
the hill. I knew that buckskin hoss. 1 ones 
almost bought htm from Jim Sachem, but I 
didn't, when I found out he was stone deaf! 
He couldn't have heard a dynamite charge. 
Which meant that you were lying— and the 
sheriff and I had to find out why !" 

THE END 
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iat do YOU want that money will buy? 
herher it's new clothes, sporting equipment, 
usehold appliances, or anything else . . . just 
eck the coupon. I'll show you how you can 
ro all the money you need, quickly and easily, 
taking Orders for STUART Greeting Cards! 
And Til send you everything you need to start 
earning right away. 



ment of beautiful new Birthday and Other Greet- 
ing Cards — a generous supply for year 'round use 
—For just 81.00. This exciting bargain really 
tells itself. All you do is show it to friends and 
neighbors and you keep up to HALF the prii 
your cash profii! Say you want anything th: 
S50.00. Sell only 100 boxes and you"*! - 
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Gift Items, Stationery, Gift Wr 
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Mr. B. J. Sluait, STUART GREETINGS ' 
j 4436-38 W. Clerk St. Dept. 30B. Chicago 40. 
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